
The Tragedie of * 

Liesall within, and thcfc externall manners 
Ot laments aremcerely ihadowes to the vnfccne, 

■Griefe that fwells with lilence in the tortured fcule: 

And I thanke thee King that not onely giueft 
Mecaufeto wade, but teacheft me the way 
How to lament the caufe: lie begge one boone, 

And then be gone, and trouble you no more* 

Bull, NameitiaireCoofin. 

Rich, Faire Coofe, why? I am greater then a King: 
For when I was a king, my flatterers were then but fubieck 
Being now afubiedl, I haueaKingheere 
To my flatterer; beingfo great, I haue no need to beg. 

2 ltd. Yet ask e. 

Rich. And fliall I haue it ? 

’Bui. You fliall. 

Rich, Why then giue me leaue to goe. 

Bui. Whither ? 

Riel Whither you will, Co I were from your fights. 

Bui. Goe Tome of you conuay him to the tower. 

Rich. Ogood conuay, conu ay ers are you all. 

That rife thus nimbly by a true Kings tall. 

Bui. On Wednesday next we folcmnely fet downe, 
Our Coronation ; Lords prepare your felues. 

Exeunt, Manet Weft. CarleillyAumcrle. 

lAbbst. A woefull Pageant haue we heere beheld. 

Car . The woe’s t© come ; thechildrenyetvnbornc, 
Shall feele this day as fharpe to them as thorne. 

zAum. You holy Clergicmen, is there no plot, 

To rid the llealme of this pernitious blot ? 

Abbot. Before I freely fpeake my mind heerein, 

You fliall not onely take the Sacrament 
To bury mine intent,butalfo to effedt 
Whateuerl fhallhappento deuife: 

I tee your browes are full of difeontent. 

Your heart of forrow, and your eies of tcares: 

Come home with me to fupper, lie lay a plot, 

Shall (hew vs all a merry day. 
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Richard the Second, 

Enter gftufene, with her attendants, 
gueene, X his way the King will come, this is the way 
To Julius Cafars ill eredted Tower. 

■ To whofe flint bofome my condemned Lord • 

Is doomdea Prifoner by proud Bullingbrooke. 

Heere let vs reft, if this rebellious earth 
Haue any refting for her trueKings Qneene. 

Enter Richard, / 

Butfoft, but fee, or rather, do notfee, 

My faire Rofe wither : yet looke vp, behold. 

That you in pittiemay dilfolue to deaw. 

And walk him frefli againe with true loue teares. 

Ah thou the modell where old Troy did Hand * 

Thou mappe of Honour, thou King Richards tooittbe; 
And not King Richard ; thou moft beauteous Inne, 

Why ihould hard fauourd griefe be lodged in thee. 

When triumph is become an Alehoulegucft ? 

Rich. I oyne not with griefe, faire woman, do not Iq, 

To make my end too fudden, learne good foule. 

To thinke our former ftate a happy dreame, 

From which awakt, the truth of what we are, 

Shewes vs but this : I amfworne (brother fwcete) 

To grimme Neceftitie, and he and I 

Will keepe a league till death. Hie thee to France f 

And cloyfter thee in fome religious houfe : 

Our holy liues muft winne anew worlds Crowne, 

Which our prophane houres here, haue thrown downe. 

Queene, What is my Richardboth in fhape and mind, 
Transformd and weakned ? hath BuRmgbrooke 
Depofd thine intellcdX ? hath he been in thy heart/ 

The Lyon dying thrufteth foorth his paw. 

And wounds the earth, if nothing elfe, with rage. 

To be o’repowerd; and wilt thou Pupil-like 
Take thy correction, mildly kiflfe the rodde. 

And fawne on Rage with bace humilitie. 

Which art a Lyon, and a King of beafts? 

King, A King of beafts indeed, if aught butbeaft, 
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